
TbeHiftory of 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And Ihewd thoumakeft lometenderof mylife,. 

In this faire relcue thou haft brought to mee. 

Vrixtc.O God, they did nice too much iniui ic. 

That euer faid,I hearkned to your death: 

If it were fo, I might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of ‘Dowglas oucr you, 

W hich would haue beene as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poy lonous potions in the world , 

And lau’d t he ti echerous labour of your Sonne. 

iT/»£.Make vp to Clifton , llctoS. Nicholas Gawfy Em, 
Enter Hot If nr, 

Hot.m raiftakenot,tliOu art Harry Monmouth} 

Vrince. Thou fpeakft , as if I would deny my name. t 

Hot, My name is Harry Percy . 

Pnuce. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebcllof that name, 
I am the Prince of Walet ; and thinke not, Perry,. 

To (harewith mee in glory any more * 

Two Starres keepc not their motion in oneSphcate, 

Nor can one England brookc a double raigne, 

0( Harry P ere y , and the Prince of (Tales. 

Hot. Now fhall it Harry : for the houre is come. 

To end the one of vs ; and would toGod, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as_mine. 

Prhce.lle makeit greater,erc I part from thee, . 

And allthy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lie crop,to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooKcthy vanities. 

„ _ Enter Fa/fiafe. 

Pdf. We lfaid,H 4 /,toir,Hi»ANay,you flhall ftncienoBoytJ' 
play hcere,I can teliyou. 1 

Enu r Dowglas • he fights with Felfiafakefals downed 
tf he were dead f he Prince kjUetb Percy 
Hof .Oh Harry, thou haft robd mee ofmv youth i 
1 better brooke the Ioffe of brittle life. 

Then thole proud Titles thou haft won of mee 

They wound my thought* worfe then the word my fleih: 
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Fat thought’s the flaue of life , and lifetimes (oolc f *• 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world. 

Mu ft haue a ftop. O, I could prophefie, 

But that the Earth,andcold rand of Death 
Lies on my tongue 1 no Percy , thou art duft. 

And food for 

Prince. Tor Worms, braue Perej.Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 weau’d Ambition: how much art thou fhrunkc? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

A Kingdom* for it, was too fmall a bound. 

But now two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roome enough .• this earth that beares thcc dead* 

Beares not aliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fcnfible of coartefie, 

I fhould not make fo greata fhew of zeale; 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy bchalfe,lle thanke my felfe 
For doing thefe faire rites oftendernefle. 

Adieu,and take thy praife with thee toHeauen, 

Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

Heffieth Faljlajfton the ground. 

What, old acquaintance , could not all this flefiii ' >■ 

Xecpein a little life ? poore lack* , farewell; 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man ; 

0,1 fliould haue a heauy milTc of thcc. 

If I were much in loue with vaniric; 

Desth hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by. 

Tilt therein blood by noble Pwy lie. 

Falfinff e rifietb vp* 

Falf. Imbo weld? if thou imbowell me today, He giue you 
Icatue to powder me, and eatc mcetooto morrow.Zloudj’twas 
tioietocountcrfeit, or that hot Termagant Scot had payd mee 
fcotandlottoo. Counterfeit?! am no counterfeit: todieis to 
bee a counterfeit, for hee is bat the counterfeit of a man 5 who 
flaennot the life of a manjbut to counterfeit dying, wheu a man 

K 3 thereby 


